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Fantasies 


God, how he loved these moments, the ones where he was alone with nothing but his imagination and right 
hand. Clothes had been shed, scattered around the bed. Nestled against the pillows, David slid one hand down to 
his cock, the other riding over his chest, fingers dancing against sensitive nipples. His cock hardened against his 
palm, fantasies playing out in his mind. 


Strong hands, soft lips, dark eyes. All teasing him, all tormenting him, pushing him to the edge before pulling 
him back. In his dreams, it went on for hours, the pleasure growing and falling until it broke in one, powerful 
burst of energy. The man in his dreams didn't rush, didn't demand, didn't hurry him. While he enjoyed the 
intensity of his relationship with Mustaine, sometimes he longed for someone else, someone a little more gentle. 


Someone a little more gentle. 


His feet balled in to the sheets, hips rocking up in to his hand. Tightening his hand around his cock, David 
groaned, his whole body feeling as though it were on fire. He could have gone all day, stroking himself to the 
sweet thoughts which danced through his head. Thoughts of pink lips against his cock, of fingers against his 
balls, of hushed whispers in his ear, of a thick, gorgeous cock slowly fucking him. 


Pulling his knees up, he closed his eyes, head thrown back, free hand tugging at his hair. His voice became 


louder, fingers dancing along his cock, encouraging that sweet release to burst. Squeezing his cock one last 
time, David came long and hard, pearly come splattering against his naked skin, a hushed "Oh, Dave." slipping 
from his lips. He trembled as he rode the waves of his orgasm before finally sinking back to the bed. 


With a lazy grin, he sprawled over the bed, limbs tangled in the sheets. Mustaine would always be his only one, 
but there was no reason he couldn't dream of others. Maybe, just maybe, those in his head would join them 


both in their bed. 


